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the best helpmate of sweet love. So Mr. Bowie went
forth in his might that very evening, and finding two
of the Oxford men, informed them in plain Scotch,
that, " G-in he caught them, or any ither such skellums,
philandering after his leddies, or his leddies' maids,
he'd jist knock their empty pows togither." To which
there was no reply hut silence; for Mr. Bowie stood
six feet four without his shoes, and had but the week
before performed, for the edification of the Cambridge
men, who held him in high honour, a few old Guards'
feats; such as cutting in two at one sword-blow a
suspended shoulder of mutton; lifting a long table by
his teeth; squeezing a quart pewter pot flat between
his fingers; and other little recreations of those who
are "born unto Bapha."

But the Cantabs, and a couple of gallant Oxford
boating men who had fraternised with them, testified
their admiration in their simple honest way, by put-
ting down their pipes whenever they saw Valencia
coming, and just lifting their hats when they met her
close. It was taking a liberty, no doubt. "But I
tell you, Mellot," said Wynd, as brave and pure-
minded a fellow as ever pulled in the University
eight, "the Arabs, when they see such a creature,
say, ' Praise Allah for beautiful women/ and quite
right; they may remind some fellows of worse things,
but they always remind me of heaven and the angels ;
and my hat goes off to her by instinct, just as it does
when I go into a church."

That was all; simple chivalrous admiration, and